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With that beside him ; but the heart it is

Sits now in the eye and follows where it may,

But a street's length ; then part they, and the sight

Turns back, but not the thought; such wings it hath

As the sight hath not, and is subtler nerved

Than the swift spirit of the eye.    O my life's light,

This is not I that looks forth after you

To feed her eyesight, but who leaves you not,

Who rides beside you, breathes out of your lips,

Looks through your eyes and triumphs in your heart,

That unseen and inseparate thing is I.

Look, he is up ; how royally he rides,

As no king else on earth ! and waves to me

As who should say, Be glad ; and glad I am,

Who have the lordliest lover in the world

And the most heart to love him.    Ay, that steed

Should be the higher of heart that feels him stride

And moves the merrier-mettled; by none such

Was it before bestridden.

Mary Beaton.                  Was not this

Lord Darnley's horse ?

Queen.                       Ay, when Lord Darnley was.

Mary Beaton.    The horse he loved of all the rest

and fed
Ere he bestrode it ever ?

Quern.                          Like enough;

What ails it yet to have eaten of his hand ?
It bears not now the worse a better man.
Mary Beaton.    Nay, so it seems : it bounds not as
in wrath,